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childhood, when the Mutiny was not
thirty years old, was spent in part near
the place of a siege and in part in the
place of the supreme massacre of British
captives. Never but once did I hear any
significant allusion to the Mutiny, though
a child's ears will catch a thousand things
that are kept from the ears of elders. In
the year of Queen Victoria's first jubilee,
though not as far as I remember eoinei-
dently with any loyal demonstration, a
wild-eyed Indian, probably, I now think,
under the influence of bhang or ganja or
some other drug, went about the roads at
R------for a few hours screaming out that
he had been in the Mutiny and was not to
be put upon by the upstart British. The
bazaar took him with indifference where
he was not actually repelled. And it is
quite safe to say that, with the exception of
a few score of denationalised seditionists
lurking on the Continent or in America
and a few hundred degenerate young
intellectuals in Bengal, no Indian has re-
garded or now regards the Mutiny as a